CHAPTER II
LENA
TEN months before the outbreak of war, Lena Ogorod-
nikova had married.
An amateur festival had been arranged in a suburban
village, with singing, dancing, recitations and acrobatics.
The local sports council had sent Lena.
A lorry was fitted up with seats, and Lena took her
place on the back bench of the uncomfortable dusty
machine. The places at the sides were occupied by people
from another organization, whom she did not know.
The strangers wore leather overcoats or raincoats and
carried brief-cases, while Lena was wearing a blue
jersey that she had taken in at the sides to make it fit
snugly to the figure. The sleeves were rolled up over her
elbows. Now she would have preferred them to the ends
of her fingers, but felt awkward about pulling them
down. She sat there alone, away from everybody, tossed
from side to side with every jolt The wind caught her
loose hair and lashed her face with it.
The men were talking loudly and laughing about
something. Nobody took the slightest notice of her.
It was a hot, sultry day. A heavy purple cloud crept
up over the horizon, rose higher until it had covered
half the sky, and without even waiting to obscure the
sun poured down a torrent of rain. A sheet of water
blotted out everything. The blue jersey, the skirt, the
loose hair were drenched in an instant, while rivulets
streamed down Lena5s face and back. The men had
drawn their coats and waterproofs over their heads and
could be heard shouting from beneath them. The driver,
in his dosed cabin, was undisturbed. Lena, soaking wet,
thought to herself: "What brutes they are!"
Suddenly one of the men got up. Stooping under his
coat, be crossed over to Lena and sat down beside her.